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altound? 


9 trumpet ſound? 

7 we” rown forgetfull, or elſe hoarle, 
car; 

That we, no more victorious ſounds can heare. 

*Twas but of late; when as the thundring noiſe, 

Of doubled triumphs, conqueſts, and applauſe 

- Fill'd our Horizon, and the aire did ring, | 

With ſhouts of praiſe, to Swedes viRtorious King. 

Was this 'adream, pr fancied apparition; 

And now is vaniſhe like a fleeting viſion ? 

Could all the world be thus deluded? No. 

*T was ſurely reall, and no feigned ſhow! 

Thoſe bloudie bartels, and thoſe diſmall fights, 

We lately heard, were not like vap'rie ſights, 

Compos'd of airie breath, which to the eye, ' 

Two dreadfull Armies, grappling do deſcrie! 

Theſe! Theſe were reall, and thy direfull ſteel, 

( ViRorious Prince! ) ſhall after ages feel ! 

And thoſe deep wounds, which in thy furious ire, 

Thou did'ſt inflict by force of thundring fire, 

Shall leave wide ſcarres, upon the German land; 

Which ſhall for ever, to their terrour ſtand! 

This thou haſt done allready;and amaz'd 


Remotelt kingdomes, where thy deeds are blaz'd. | 


But on a ſuddain, loe! thou doſt appeare, 

To ſtop, in middle of thy full carcere! 

All tongues are ſilent, and our greedie Eres, 

Heare nothing now; but terrours, doubts,and fears! 
Or Fame her ſelf is dead; or he that gave 

Life unto Fame, is ſunk into his graye! 

Fame cannor die! Oh! can he die, whoſe look, 

So many thouſands dead at once hath ſtruck 
What mortall durſt give him a wound, whoſe eye, 
Hath made grimme Death to ſtart, and turn awrie? 


Sure he's not dead! Swethlands for grief would roar; | Af 


And make their groans heard to our Engliſh ſhore; 
If he were dead, whom they have priz'd more deare 
Then their ownproper lives, and did not fear 

To runne like Z:ons ar their Princes words, 

Upon the mouthes of Canons, points of Swords! 
He's dead I fear! For can he living be, - 

And we no ſpoils, nor further conqueſts ſee? 

Can he be living and not heard to thunder; 

To batter cities, and trample kingdomes under? 
Whoſe very ſoul, was fire Aethereall pure: 

Such as no morrtall bodies can endure! 

His breath was direfull ſmoke, and from his hands 
Flew ſhow'rs of iron-balls,that quell'd whole lands! 
Can that S»{phuyious duſt, more quick then winde, 
Once touchr with flame. in priſon be combinde? 
Not ſteel, nor iron, nor the hardeſt braſle, 

Can ſtay its furie for the ſhorteſt ſpace! 


Though mighty mountains preſt this living flame; | 5 


Yet would it teare them and anentrance frame, 
His Helliſb breath, and diſmall noiſe to vent; 
Nor would it ceaſe, till all his furie ſpent. 

Thus hath it been with Exropes Northern Starre; 
And Swedes Vidcorious Prince, made all for warre: 


Whole Spirit toucht with fire from heav'n,did blaze | FM 
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Like to ſome Comet, ſent for to amaze 


And ſcourgeus mortal wights:whoſe direfull breath ' 7857 


;Doth ſhoor down vengeance, terrours, plagues, and 
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| Had Turk,and Tartar,and the Triple crown 


That awes the Chriſtian world, and treadeth down, 
Monarches, as {laves, themſelves in one combin'd; 
This Heav'n-ſent furie had, like lightning winde, 
Shot through them all; and like to ſcarrer'd corn, 
Their feeble ſquadrons, had been rent, and torn: 
Till his Celeſtial vigour were quite ſpent; - 
No Warres, no R#incs could his irc content! | 

But now his date is out, and his Commiſion + 

Is ſtopt from heav'n with a new Probifiont 

He's dead! Ohbitter word! enough to make- 
Stones for to weep, and iron hearts to ake! 

So ſoon, alafſe! In ſo unwiſht an houre, 

Is all our joy quell'd, by ſome ſecret power! 
Why do we not breath forth ſuch dolefull grones, 
And powre ſuch melting tears;as ſhould hard ſtones | 
Diſfolve into ſalt drops; that they,and we, 

Might ſo exprefſe one mournfull Elegie! 

What! are we ſpent and drie? I ſee no teares: 

I heareno grones : no wailings pierce my cares! 
Oh pardon me! I fear my faltring tongue, 
DiſtraR with troubled ſorrow doth you wrong! 
"Tis ſlender gricf that doth by weeping vent; 
And 'tis not much, that canby teares be ſpent! 
But this, this ſorrow, like a mortall wound, 
Strikes deep, and doth our ſenſes quite aſtound: 
Lies like a lump of lead, or heavie weight, 

Upon our heart, and preſſes it ſo ſtraight, 

That amp &e nor grone can iſſue thence; 

But lies as dead, and quite bereft of ſenſe! 

Since then 'ris ſo: we cannot weep; let's borrow,, 
From others help, for to cxpectls our ſorrow, 
Yegliſtring lamps above. ye Northern ſtarres,, 
That foufabour the Pole, your frozen Carres! 

In Thets waves, plunge over head and eares, 
That you may have your fill, of briniſh teares? 
And by fad influence, make the heav'ns to low'rs 


| Andtothe earth, ſend down a weep ſhow'r! 
2 | 


But chiefly on. that place, that curſed ground, 
Where Adolph firſt receiv'd his mortall wound! 
Let never graſle, nor verdant hearb grow there; 
Nor any tree, nor ground it ſelf appeare. 
Let it be All a lake, whoſe face may look, 

| like the colour of the Infernall brook: 

ike pichie Six, or black-ſtream'd Acherong 
Or like Cocytus, or dark Phlegethonr 
That it may ſeem to all, a mourning vail, 7 
Which doth the compaſſe of thatground empale 
And let its murmuring waves, wins ſucha noiſeg 
As may expreſſe to us, the dolefull voice - 
Of ſome, that crie, that roar,that ſhreik, that py 
Of ſome, that mourn, that weep,that wail,that moan 
That after to their children may _ 
Tell this ſad ſtorie, when they pate that way. 
Theſe ſouls do mourn, for Swethlands conqu'ring King: 
But theſe, whoſe clamours fearfully do ring. | 
Are ſuchygasinthis place, died by his power; 


| / | And thus expreſſe, their horrour to this houre? 


Mean while (renowned Prince ſleep thou ſecure;. 
No further pains, nor travels to endure! 
The dreadfull Cannons, which ſo oft did roar,, 


And thunder in thy cares; ſhall now no more 


Diſturb thy reſt; nor force thee to ariſe 
In ſuddain haſt, glut now with ſleep 
While char a quire of Angels ina ring, 
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